390         THE CALL OF THE WORLD

enforce their right to be treated with decency and
honesty by the Foreign Powers. 0$ a Sunday
morning ere it was quite light I left Peking to see the
Great Wall of China. Ordinarily the trip to the Wall
takes two days, but that Sunday a special excursion-
train was arranged for a party from the American
Consulate and I was allowed to join it. Of the Great
Wall I had heard ever since I was a child. My father
was the first to tell me of it and it was the only
interesting fact about China my school geography
had taught me. Later on I had seen pictures of it
soaring up into the sky and had read books in which
it was described as one of the wonders of the world.
With these ideas imprinted strongly on my mind, I
was in high expectations when I got on the train that
morning, and when at length, after three hours'
tedious journey, I came within sight of it and later on
actually stood on its parapet, conceive of my surprise
and chagrin to find it so mean in height that the wall
of a decent-sized fortress would have topped it four
times over, and in places so low and so narrow indeed
that with a spring-board I could quite-fancy a first-
rate high-jumper taking a leap clean over it and
alighting on the other side without being much the
worse for his risky experiment. The only remarkable
point about the Great Wall is that it seems to let no
obstacle stand in the way of its onward course to the
heart of Tibet, fifteen hundred miles away, and rises
up the steepest side of a precipitous height with
the same sang-froid and headlong recklessness with
which it plunges down the dangerous declivity of a
deep ravine. However, what interested me in Peking